A few toasts and speeches and then home. The after-
noon, such part of it as remained, was given over as usual
to the children. Unfortunately there were very few of
them in our part of the world. John himself was Master
of Ceremonies and, being brimful of self-confidence,
enjoyed himself. Then there were the two Buzzard
children, Katerina and her elder sister, Elizabeth, together
with their parents, Colonel and Mrs. Buzzard. We
seniors busied ourselves by putting the finishing touches to
the tree, and when it was all lit up we formed a circle round
it. Sir Henry and Lady Norman, who were staying on to
dine, and Elizabeth Russell, who, alas, was dining elsewhere
but who had come over to bring Christmas wishes and
household presents, joined us. I shall never forget a brief
conversation I had with Elizabeth Russell, who always
took a gloomy prospect as regards the future of her own
work. She declared herself incapable of finishing a novel
on which she was engaged and talked about putting it on
one side altogether. I asked her about the American
production, and she looked up at me with those strange
expressive eyes of hers filled with anxiety.
" America doesn't seem to like my books, Phillips/*
she complained, a trifle pathetically.
I mentioned the name of my publishers and told her of
our long and delightful connection. She seemed interested
but still despondent. In a literary paper I came across a
few weeks ago I see that this novel concerning which she
was in trouble has headed the list of best-sellers in America
several times since its publication, has never been alto-
gether absent from those hallowed columns, and her
publishers are even now announcing the sale of about two
hundred thousand copies.
Notre Dame is a house especially suitable for Christmas
entertaining, and we romped about with games and a litde
dancing until nearly midnight. By that time John was
despatched to bed, the Buzzard children were getting
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